Entranced 


Author: sugercandy 


Bands: Guns N Roses 


Characters: Izzy Stradlin 


Relationships: M/A 
Rating: Adult 
Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Wed Nov 23 201b 08:58:28 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


One 


The day | met him, the day | first saw him, was the first day of ninth grade, and he was in some kind of fight 
with the teachers, the principal. | didn't know what he had done or what all the teachers were angry about, 
but | watched him run down that hall and | saw the way the sun reflected off the polished floor of the 


hallway, the way the sun caught in his hair, making it look like fire for a second. 


Looking back | think that first moment encapsulated our whole relationship. | would sit back, calm, observing it 
all, being entranced by him in some way, the shine of bright red in his hair, the anger in his voice, the 
overwhelming emotion he was capable of, and | wouldn't be involved or really know why he was going off, or 


why other people were angry with him, | always had a certain degree of disconect. 


| guess | wanted to get to know him after that first exposure to the anger, to the volatility, to his beauty. | 
wanted to be in his vicinity, and it was easy. He wasn't popular, in large part because of his home life. It was 
weird and religious and he was abused, and kids like that weren't easy to get to know, or get along with, or to 
integrate into the whole school popularity system, so he was outside of it. | was, too, but it was more by 
choice. | didn't want to be involved in that whole dorky mid-western social strata thing, it was so old fashioned 
in a way. It was like straight out of the 50's. So | hung back and listened to my music and learned how to play 
it and | was planning my escape. When the ink on my high school diploma was barely dry I'd be taking off for 


LA. and the music scene there. 


So | had four years to waste, to get through, and maybe | saw him as a way to pass the time at first. | 
thought | could be amused by his drama. | try not to blame myself for all the trouble that followed, and my 
inability to predict things. There was no way to know how involved I'd get, how overwhelmed I'd get. | was just 
a stupid kid, just a l4 year old who knew nothing, more than nothing, because | was unaware that | knew so 
little. | felt pretty worldly back then, and I'd never gone anywhere or done anything. I'd been in my little 
hometown my whole life at that point with my parents right there to protect me, so what did | know? 


He was kicked out of school that first day, suspended, but after three days he came back and seemed 
relatively calmer despite the scowl. We were in homeroom together and | gazed at him from behind the comic 
book | was pretending to be reading. His hair wasn't too long back then, it came down in straight bangs across 
his forehead and went just past his ears. That deep red shine of it, it had me mesmerized. The morning 
sunlight streamed through the windows of our homeroom and practically set his hair on fire, it was a deep 
deep red in those days. What did | want? | told myself at the time | wanted nothing more than to maybe hang 
out with him becouse it was clear he was a nut and could maybe bring some excitement to my boring life. But 
| liked the look of his hair, and his high cheekbones, and the light dusting of freckles across the bridge of his 
nose. | liked those things. 


| casually asked him to hang out after school one day, that was all, and | was pretending to myself that | didn't 
care if he said yes or no, and | believed that | didn't care. | did care, though. | wanted him to say yes very 
badly, | wanted to become a part of his life. 


He glanced up at me, and there was uncertainty in his eyes, like maybe | meant him harm in some way. Back 
then | didn't know just how full of hurt and pain his life was, and | didn't understand that look, but | thought it 
had to do with not being popular. Despite my cool avoidance of the whole popularity thing at that time the 
truth was | was more popular than he was. It mattered to some extent, in those early high school grades, | 


guess. 


So he looked at me with that cautious look of his and then he glanced away, and | almost held my breath and 
the part of me that believed my own lie about not caring about any of this one way or the other was 
confused, and | looked away, too, toward the door to the hall, toward the creepy pictures of old presidents 


staring at us from under their powdered wigs. 


"Yeah, okay," he said, his voice just beginning to deepen into that full baritone everyone knows from MTV 
interviews. | let out my breath just a little and let my gaze linger on the red shine of his hair. 


"Cool," | said. 


Two 


| thought about hanging out with him all that day, kind of going over it in my mind, this thought that made me 
nervous and happy at the same time, and | didn't admit anything to myself about thinking he was good looking. 
Back then, in that place, those kind of thoughts weren't acceptable, not even in my own mind. 


He was waiting for me at the bottom of the steps after school, leaning against the rail, and in the sun his hair 
looked amazing. | looked at him, his butterfly collar button up shirt, the faded bellbottoms that dragged on the 
ground and became ragged. He dressed like everyone else, but in a few years he'd start to push the outfits, 


being outrageous even for the late 10's, but then, that day in ninth grade, he didn't stand out from the crowd. 


"Hey," he said, his voice soft, getting deep, and | nodded at him. It didn’t occur to me than that he was lonely, 
because being in the kind of family situation he was in made you lonely, and you start to think that every 
other kid had things better than you did, and | didn't realize that when we stopped by my house to pick up 
some shit that he was jealous of the laid back vibe. No one was going to get screamed at and then hit at my 


house. 


We walked together, not saying too much, him because he didn't know me yet, and me because | tended to be 
very quiet. I've never liked small talk, that nervous talk just to talk. If there's nothing to say | don't say 
anything, and sometimes | don't even when there is something to say. It's almost a defense mechanism, a way 


to protect myself. Over the course of time I've seen Axl's mouth get him in more than enough trouble. 


"Want to smoke some weed?" | said, breaking the silence, and he turned toward me and | saw those eyes, blue 


green, perfect. If I'm honest he wasn't as good looking then as he would become, but | saw the potential. 


"Yeah," he said, and | had no idea it would be his first time. He'd been trapped in that religious life, that church, 
his father ramming commandments and rules down his throat and up until then he really hadn't broken them. 
He didn't drink or do drugs, he didn't sleep around..but that was all going to change. So he hesitated before he 
jumped into it, the land of rule breaking, of trying things, of doing the things he'd always been told he shouldn't, 
and that those things were evil. Talking about it later on, his weird religious home life, | know that a lot of it 


sunk in, kind of like he was brainwashed. 


We walked to my house, and | caught the look in his eyes before we headed down the walk to my front door. It 
was this brief flash of fear, like every household could be a mess like his was, and then the look cleared and 


he looked down, his hair falling in front of his eyes, and followed me in. 


No one was home, my mom was out somewhere, maybe grocery shopping or something, and my dad was at 
work, and | twisted the key in the lock and headed upstairs. Axl stayed downstairs, probably hoping no one 
would come home, and | ran upstairs to my room and my stash of weed shoved under my mattress. | wanted 
to smoke it with him, to let myself relax around him and see things in that strange, outlined way that 
happened when | smoked. 


"| got it," | said when | was back downstairs. The curtains were drawn and the living room was dark and gloomy, 


the furniture just shapes in the dim light. Axl's hair appeared darker, almost brown. 


"Cool," he said, and we left, locking the door behind us. 


He watched me intently as | rolled the joint and took a hit, and he copied me. It was subtle, and | didn't even 
notice it at the time because | was too concerned with seeming cool and aloof, with hiding from him and myself 
my attraction to him. So he held it the same way | did and drew the smoke into his lungs, but he started 
hacking and coughing almost immediately. He didn't even smoke cigarettes at that point. | did. I'd stolen them 
from my dad for years. 


Axl's eyes watered and he had that look of misery when you take in too much smoke the first time, and your 
pink healthy virgin lungs recoil. He doubled over, hacking and coughing, and | had to laugh. 


"Try again," | said, once he could breath again. His eyes looked crystal green because they were still watering. 
Those eyes, the straight red hair falling perfect and straight across his forehead, the freckles..shit. | swallowed 
hard, handing him the joint, and | looked away. 


It went better the second time, and | instructed him to take the smoke and hold it for as long as he could, 
instinctively aware that he needed instruction. | took another hit myself and started to see things with that 
heightened awareness that | liked. 


We were sitting on the edge of the fountain in the park and it was getting dark. | always forgot how early it 
got dark in September, like some part of my brain just expected it to be summer forever. As it got darker Axl 
seemed uncomfortable, swallowing a lot, fidgeting. | thought maybe the pot made him paranoid. It happened to 


some people. 
"I better go," he said, but he didn't move, just watched the sky grow darker by inches, still fidgety. 


"Can you smell it on my clothes?" he said, and then | knew the source of the worry. He thought his parents 


were going to find out. 


"Yeah, you'll probably smell like it.do you want to wear one of my shirts?" | said, and a look of relief came into 


his eyes, and he nodded. 
"Yeah, man, thanks," 


| hopped off the edge of the fountain and tucked the roach end of the joint into the pocket of my jeans, and 
took off for my house. Axl followed. 


